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'Nor as we are, we fay we will not fliun it. 

Herauld. I (hall deliucr foJ thanks to your Maieftie, 
Glof. My Liege, I hope they will not come vpon vs now’’; 
King. Wcarein Gods hand brother, not in their* ; 

To night we will encarape beyond the bridge. 

And on to morrow bid them inarch away. 

£«rrrBurbon,Conftable, Orleance, Gebos. 

Con/l. Tut I haue the beft armour in the world,, 
Orleance. You haue an excellent armour. 

But let my horfe haue his due. 

Burbon. Now you talke of a horfe,l haue a (Iced like th® 
Palfrey, of the fun.nothing but pure ayre and fire. 

And hath none ofthis dull clement of earth within hist. 
Orleance. He is of the colour of the Nutmeg. 

"Bur, Andofthe hcate,a the Ginger. 

Turnc allthefands into eloquent tongues. 

And my horfe is argument for them all : 

3 once writ a Sonnet in the praife of my horfc, 

And began thus. Wonder of nature. 

Con. 1 haue heard a Sooner begin fo> 

In the praife of ones Miftrefle. 

Barb. Why then did they immitate that 
Which I writ in praife of my horfe. 

For my horfe is my miftrefle. 

Cen, Ma foy the other day, me thought 
Your miftrefle fliooke you fhrewdly. 

Bur.l bearing me.Itell thee Lord Conftabli, 

My miftrefle wearcs her owne haire. 

Con. Icouldmakeasgoodaboaftofthat, 

.If I had had a fow to ray miftrefle. 

Bur, Tut thou wilt make vfe of any thing. 

Con.Yetl do not vfe my horfe for my miftrefle. 

Bur , Will it neur r be morning? 

He ride too morro w a mile. 

And my way fhaibc paued with Englifli faces. 
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Tifflefoy'iheftft. A'? \ 

Con. By my faith fo will not I, 

For feare 1 be outfaced ofmy way. 

Bur. Well tie ®o arme my felfe,hay. 

Qtbtn. The Duke of Burbon longs for morning 
Or. I he longs to eacr the Eriglilh. 
fen. 1 thinke hedeeateall he killes. 

Or It. O peace,*!! will neoer faidwelk 
Con, lie cap thatprouetbe, . 

With there is flattery in friendlhip. 

Or, O fir, I can anfwere that. 

With giue the diuel his due. 

Con. Haue at the eye of that prauerbe, 

Wuh a Iogge of the diud. 

Or. Well the Duke oiBurbonfc Amply, n - 
The mod aftiuc Gentleman of France, ^ 

Con. Doing his adhiitie,and fieele ftil be doing. 1 
Or. He ncuer did hurt as 1 heard off. 

Con. No I warrant you, nor ncuer will. 

Or, I hold him to be exceeding valiant. 
fen. I was told fo by onethaf knows him better theyoS? 
Or, Whofethat? 

Con. Why he told me fo himfelfe? 

And faid he cared not who knew it. 

Or. Well who will go with me to 
For a hundred Englifli ptifoners i 
C on. Y ou mull go to hazard your Grift, 

Before you haue them. 

Enter aMeJfenger. 

UMejf. My Lords, the Englilh lye within a hundred 
Paces of your Tent. 

Con. Who hath meaftired the ground? 

Adejf. The Lord Granpeere, 

Con. A valiant man, a. an expert 
Gome,come away: 
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